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RiGGS IS THE \ WHAT DO YOU 1 LET THE 
NAME...SUM R66S./ DRIVE-BARGAINS? /MAN TALK, 
I'M A DRIVER. A. OR PEOPLE J. BILLY. 

CRAzy ? ■• <wr . ^M 





MIRACULOUSLY, JACK ESCAPES SERIOUS INJURV 
AND IS TAKEN TO POLICE HEADQUARTERS FOR 
QUE5TIONIN6. | 1UP0P HAW HPFN Tnn ^ AMV 



,' ACCIDENTS" AT THAT TRACK. I'LL HAVE TO 

YOU IN TECHNICAL ARREST, ARMSTRONG, 
kUNTIL WE COMPLETE OUR 
INVESTIGATION. 





HE'S THE MAN YOU WANT, 
CHIEF! HE DELIBERATELY 
KEEPS THE TRACK IN 
BAD CONDITION I 







MEANWHILE , VIC HARDY AND BILLY -CAREFULLY INSPECT JACK'S 
DAMAGED CAR FOR CLUES TO THE CRASH - 




- 




DOESN'T MEAN- MUCH... 
'i.CQULD HAVE 8EEN MADE 
[ ■' BY THE CRASH . 
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THE DRIVER MATH THE MOST 
WINS 15 SUM RICC6-THE 
FELLOW WHO TRIED TO 
SCARE JACK OUT OF 
THE RACES! 
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VIC I/WWEDIATELY HA5 A TALK WITH THE CHIEF 
OF POLICE... 



...SO THAT'S THE \ yOU HAVE THE FULL CON- 
STORV, CHIEF. AND I FlDENCE OF THE 
NOW I WANT TO Ak. DEPARTMENT 
ASK A 8IG 




1 AS THE MID6ET5 ROAR INTO ACTION, VIC 

1 FOCUSES HI5 16-AUA. MOVIE CAMERA ON THE TRACKr 


Rp?*\ rf*. 
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THE RED RACER IS CHALLENGED BY SLIM RIGG5 
DRIVING NUMBER FIVE - <g 




-BUT HURTLING OUT OF NOWHERE COMES LEW 
BURNS AT THE WHEEL OF NUMBER SEVEN '. 




AN UNSEEN FORCE JERKS THE WHEEL FROM THE 
HANDS OF THE MASKED RIDER AND THE RED 
RACER CAREENS CRAZILY! 



6UT AN ALMOST SUPERHUMAN EFFORT BRINGS THE 
CAR UNDER CONTROL, A5 THE MASK PALIS FROM THE 
FACE OF - JACK ARMSTRONG 1 J ~ 




IN A BURST OF SPEED THAT LEAVES HIS NE4RE5T RIVAL FAR 
BEHIND, JACK ROARS ACROSS THE FINISH LINE -THE WINNER/ 




THANKS, RI&SS, J 
I WAS 
LUCKy . 




I MEAN WE'RE HAVING FREE /MOVIES 
AT POLICE HEADQUARTERS - AND EVERy 
DRIVER IN TONIGHT'S RACE HAS 8EEN 
INVITED TO ATTEND- 




r DON'T GET IT L 
WHAT DOES AIL THIS 
PROVE, HARDY 7 




IT'S A FRAME- UP! 
RI6SS WON MORE 
RACES THAN I DID! 




YES- BECAUSE VOU WERE FOXY 


VIC CONTINUES: 


ENOUGH TO LET HIM ! BUT THE 


"I FIRST SUSPECTED. 


RECORDS SHOW THAT YOU 


SOMEONE WAS 


FINISHED ~ONE -TWO-THREE 
ENOUGH TIMES TO BE THE 


CONTROLLING THE 


RACES BY CAUSING 


. LEADING MONEY WINNER A 


THESE CRASHES 


^OF THE MEET ! 


WHEN I FOUND A 




HOLE THE SIZE OF 




A SLUG IN JACK'S 




FRONT WHEEL-DISK. 


1 —^— jffiWr *m 


THEN I REMEMBERED 


wftf*^- ,'9 ■ 


BURNS HAD TRIED 
TO BLAME THE 




CRASHES ON TRUCKS . 


f^^li 


THESE MOVIES PROVE' - 


THAT JACK'S CAR 


SWERVED WHILE 


BURNS WA5 DRIVING 


BUMPER-TO-BUMPER 


m Jfc ^/jS^^ \H 


WITH HIM'" 



CONFRONTED WITH THIS OVERWHELMING 
EVIDENCE, BURNS 'CONFESSES AND LATER - 



SHAKE, SLIM I 
I SURE HAD VOU , 
k WRONG! 



THE SECOND TIME BURNS T 
FIRED THAT BULLET INTO MV / 
WHEEL , I WAS READy FOR / 
HIM- THANKS TO VIC'S AL 



AND I KNOW SOMEBODV 
ELSE WHO'S READY FOR HIM, 
RIGHT NOW ...THE WARDEN 
OF A NICE BIG CRASH- 
PROOF PENITENTIARY 




AT THE CROOKS' HIDEOUT... 



WELL, NOW THAT HE'S 
HERE -WHAT ARE WE GOIN' 
TO DO WITH HIM ? 




WELL, THOSE TWO MEN GRABBED 
ME ABOUT NINE-THIRTY. I KNOW 
THAT BECAUSE THEy TUNED IN THE 

GAN6 BUSTER5 ON THEIR 
^ CAR RADIO. 




ABOUT THIRTY MINUTES LATER, WE GOT TO THEIR HIDEOUT. 
IT TOOK HALF THAT TIME TO DRIVE BACK TO THE SPOT 
WHERE THEY DUMPED ME." 

W¥JA 



HMM... IT TOOK THIRTy" MINUTES 
TO DRIVE TO THEIR HIDEOUT, AND 
ONLY FIFTEEN MINUTES TO 6ET *'} 
BACK TO THE SPOT WHERE 
yOU WERE RELEASED. 
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* THERe WERE PUNNY CLICKINS NOISES IN 
THE NEVT ROOM. LIKE-" 









" THE NEXT /MORNIN6, J WAS SURE I HEARD - 




-CHURCH BELLS... 

THEY MUST BE ON 

THIS BLOCK 





M PRETTY SURE THEIR 
HIDEOUT HAD FOLDING CHAIRS, 
TOO. THEY SOUEAKED. 



FOLDING CHAIRS ? 
THEN A BLUE PIN 
FOR EVERY 
/MEETING- HALL. 




AND I'M ALMOST A WE'LL INDICATE 
CERTAIN THERE WAS / THOSE ON THE 
A TROLLEy LINE /S. MAP WITH RED 
NEARBY. 




"THERE WAS ONE MORE THINS-" 

JOHN GARFIELD! 
THERE /MUST BE A 
MOVIE HOUSE IN THE 
NEIGHBORHOOD 




LOOKS LIKE 
_\ THIS IS 





CZHAMPION HOME RUN 

HITTER OF THE 

NEW YORK GIANTS 

A REAL FENCE-BUSTED ! 
JOHNNY DROVE HOME 138 RUNS 
I AST SEASON TO LEAD ALL NATIONAL 
LEAGUE HITTERS /N RUNS BATTED IN. 

FANCY FIELDED, TOO — MIZE'S .996 
PERCENTAGE WAS TOPS FOR. LEAGUE 
F/DST- BASEMEN. 




*L*>E ACHING FOR THAT BIG ORANGE 
AND BLUE IA/HEAT/ES PACKAGE 
AT THE TRAINING TABLE /S 
ALMOST AUTOMAT/C WITH ME." 
&AYS JOHNNY MIZE, "THOSE 
WHOLE WHEAT FLAKES ARE 
SWELL- 7ASTING WITH MILK AND 
FRUIT. NOURISHING ,TOO." 



JACK ARMSTRONG MAGAZINE 
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FIFTEEN-YEAR-OLD DONALD HESCH of Arlington Heights, 
Illinois, becomes the ninth winner of the Jock Armstrong Magazine 
All-American Award. 

Cited by the American Red Cross and the Boy Scouts for 
his quick action and intelligent use of emergency first aid, Donald 
saved the life of eleven-year-old Dee Mueller, a neighbor, when 
that youngster was bleeding profusely from a severed artery. 
And so, for his quick-thinking and skill in an emergency, Donald 
Hesch was honored by both the Red Cross and the Boy Scouts— 
and now joins the roll of heroes who have received the Ail- 
American medal awarded by the editors of this magazine. 





NOW GET TO A PHONE- 
FELLAS I ONE IN EACH 
DIRECTION! KEEP GOING 
UNTIL yOU FIND ONE 



HIS BELT WOUND AROUND DEE'S ARM ABOVE 
THE CUT, DON- TWISTS THE BELT TIGHT WITH THE 
STICK AND CHECKS THE FLOW OF BLOOD. 
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AMERICAN AWARD 



Based on information from the American Red Cross 





It seemed to Noel that 
the glossy coat of this 
magnificent horse 
was more golden 
than all the wealth m 
the entire , . . world 



By D. H. FOOT* 



THE hot California sun shone on the white corrals - 
of the HB ranch and green leaves of the pepper 
trees hung limp and still. Neal Clement brushed a 
grimy hand across his freckled forehead then turned 
and looked out the barn door as a shiny sports road- 
iter pulled into the driveway. His light blue eyes 
flickered with momentary displeasure. He dropped 
the currycomb on the tack room floor and walked 
to meet the two hundred and fifty pounds of his boss 
just emerging from behind the wheel of the car. 

"Hello, Neal," Hugh Black greeted, mopping his 
face with a large handkerchief. "How's everything?" 

"O.K.," Neal answered, ill at ease as he always 
was with this man. It was only his desire to learn 
ranching, plus the fact that the HB had the best 
string of horses in the state, which made him spend 
his summers working there. 

"I've just bought Tarn O'Shanter," Mr. Black an- 
nounced, sighing as he moved from the shade of the 
trees toward the barn. "She broke down at the race 
track and won't run again." 

"Tarn O'Shanter!" Neal exclaimed. "You mean 
she'll be coming here?" His breath caught on the 
question at the thought that he, Neal Clement, would 
be living on the same ranch with Tarn O'Shanter, the 
famed race horse. 

"Yep." Mr. Black mopped his face again. "Going 
to use her for a brood mare." 

Neal leaned against the white barn, his eyes 
watching the rolling hills, seeing himself in his 
mind's eye racing across those very hills with Tarn 
O'Shanter when her leg had healed. As he looked 
slowly back toward Mr. Black, he was suddenly glad 
his boss didn't know or care about horses the way 
he did. It meant that Tarn O'Shanter would probably 
be in his complete charge. He had a way with sick 
horses and Mr. Black knew it. 

"There she comes now." Mr. Black pointed toward 
the car and trailer which pulled in at the gate and 
drew up beside the barn. 

Neal watched eagerly, and when the boss ordered 
him to unload her, he went quickly to the end gate 
and lowered it. For a minute he stood looking at the 
shining coat of the horse. It seemed to him that 
she was more golden than all the wealth in the world. 
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As he unfastened the rope he looked at her head. 
Well-molded and intelligent, he thought; If he could 
only own her! The thought took form until it whirled 
in his brain like a spinning lariat as he backed the 
horse from the traijer. For the first time in his 
seventeen years he was envious of Mr. Black's money. 

"Good conformation," Hugh Black said smugly, 
interrupting Neal's thoughts, as he slapped her on 
the rump with the back of his hand. 

The mare whirled and snorted and jerked at the 
rope which Neal held firmly in his hands. As Neal 
spoke to her she became still again. 

"Too high strung," Mr. Black said disgustedly. 

"No, you just startled her." Neal felt his face 
flush as he spoke in her defense. "She didn't expect 
that slap. You have to let a horse know what's 
coming- You startled her." 

"Bosh, you talk as though I'd never handled a 
horse before." Mr. Black's face was flushed now, giv- 
ing it the appearance of a round red setting sun. 

"I think what she needs, sir, is just some love and 
kindness." Neal knew he shouldn't have spoken. He 
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knew Mr. Black's understanding of horses was slight 
and that his only interest in them was money. 

"Love and kindness!" The man laughed mirth- 
lessly and walked toward the house, his short legs 
moving as though the load they had to carry was 
almost too much. 

Neal turned to lead the new horse to the barn, 
glad to be alone with her. The sweet warmth of her 
breath against his neck was alive and meaningful 
to the boy. He loved this horse and the knowledge 
of it was soothing after the harshness of his boss. 

The next morning Mr. Black left the ranch to be 
gone several weeks and Neal settled into a pleasant 
routine. Tarn had been left to his care, just as he 
had hoped. Twice daily he massaged her lame leg, 
and groomed and curried her until the cowboys 
laughingly told him he'd brush the hide right off 
her. But he didn't mind their jibes. He was too happy 
to care about anything except Tarn. Without realiz- 
ing it, he came to think of her as his horse. 

One morning just as he finished brushing her until 



her coat shone like burnished brass, a car pulled 
into the yard. The foreman and men were out on 
the range and Neal was in charge. He hastily gave 
Tarn a last brush, buried his blond head for a minute 
in her mane, and went outside to meet the stranger. 

"Good morning." The man spoke smoothly and 
held out a small white hand. "I'm Wade Starbuck, 
a friend of Hugh's." 

"Howdy," Neal greeted. "Mr. Black isn't here right 
now." He was wishing the man would go away so 
he could get back to Tarn. 

"That's O.K.," Wade answered, his small brown 
eyes moving here and there. "I just, want to see 
some of his stock." 

Neal tried to shake off his dislike for this man. 
He was friendly and seemed interested in horses. 
But there was something about his well-cut frontier 
pants, his shining boots, silver-studded belt and plaid 
shirt which repelled Neal. It was like the feeling he'd 
once had in watching the beautifully-patterned dia- 
mond back and graceful movements of a rattlesnake., 
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"Sure, mire," he stammered, 
suddenly conscious that the man 
was eyeing him strangely. "Like 
to see the new horse, Tarn O'Shan- 
ter?" He pushed open the top half 
of the door into the stall. Now he 
was glad Mr. Starbuck had come, 
because he could show off the 
beautiful Tarn. 

"Tam O'Shanter?" Mr. Star- 
buck said, surprised. "Did Hugh 
buy her?" 

"Yes, he's going to use her for 
a brood mare, but I think she 
might run again someday," Neal 
added shyly. This was the first 
time he'd put into words the 
thought that had been forming in 
his mind each day as he watched 
Tairi's leg grow stronger. 

"Oh, no, not that mare," Mr. 
Starbuck laughed. "I don't know 
why Hugh would invest in a 
broken-down horse like that," he 
said disgustedly and walked to- 
ward his car. Then he turned and 
raised his hand in good-bye and 
laughed again. It was not a happy 
laugh. It was as ugly and grim 
and menacing as a snarl. 

Neal shivered, then s*pod quiet- 
ly and watched the man leave. He 
was glad when the car pulled 
through the gate and turned down 
the road. He didn't like Mr. Star- 
buck, not at all. Then he went 
back to Tam, and in his joy with 
her forgot all about everything. 

Gradually the leg began to heal 
and soon Tam could spend part of 
each day in the sunny corral. Love 
and understanding grew between 
the two of them. Neal's desire to 
own Tam became more intense 
until it was constantly in his 
thoughts and actions. 

Mr. Black sent orders for work 
to the ranch at frequent intervals. 
These Were hung on a nail in the 
barn where the foreman could 
refer to them. Although Neal's 
interest in the ranch was second- 
ary to that in Tam he did his other 
work as assigned. But always his 
thoughts were with the golden 
horse. And Tam responded. 

One day just after Neal had 
given Tam her morning feed, 
Wade Starbuck drove into the 
yard. This time a de luxe trailer 
painted in silver and black rolled 
smoothly behind his car. 

"Wonder what he can want," 
Neal muttered, wishing the fore- 
man and boys weren't working so 
far away from the ranch. But 
since there was no one else around 
24 



he'd have to go out and see what 
the man wanted. Why couldn't he 
come when Mr. Black was at 
the ranch house ? 

"Good morning," Wade said 
cordially when Neal appeared. 

"Hello." Neal didn't like Star- 
buck any better than he had the 
first time he'd seen him. 

"Came to pick up my horse," 
Wade said abruptly, pulling a 
folded paper from his pocket and 
holding it out to Neal. "Here's 
the bill of sale for Tam O'Shan- 
ter. Perfectly legal." 

"Tam O'Shanter'!" Neal started 
and looked at the man in surprise. 
"You must be mistaken. Mr. Black 
wouldn't sell her." 

"Maybe not, but he did. Now 
hurry up and load her." He turned 
to let down the end gate of the 
trailer. 

"The foreman's not here right 
now," Neal objected, looking at 
the signed paper in his hand. 

"I can't wait for the foreman — 
and besides, you have the bill of 
sale there." Wade came around 
the trailer and stood looking at 
the boy. His hands were in the 
pockets of his light tan trousers, 
pulling back his coat so Neal 
could see the gun hanging on his 
hip. 

Slowly Neal went toward the 
barn, listlessly took a halter from 
the nail and slipped it over Tarn's 
head. Reaching for a brush he 
rubbed carefully along her already 
shining back. Tam turned to him 
and nickered softly and Neal's 
arms went around Tarn's neck as 
he buried his face in the golden 
mane. Then, wiping his hand 
across his eyes, he took her out 
to the waiting trailer. 

After the car and trailer had 
moved out from the ranch, the 
boy went back to the barn. Pull- 
ing the bill of sale from his pocket 
he jabbed it on the nail with the 
other orders from the boss. 

"I shouldn't have done it, even 
if it was Mr. Black's order," he 
said to himself. "A man like Wade 
Starbuck just shouldn't have her." 

He reached for a bridle and his 
eye glimpsed the bill of sale hang- 
ing a little crookedly on the nail 
above the others. Then he ran into 
the corral -caught up the little 
black gelding and bridled him. 
Once on his back, Neal cut off 
across the fields at a steady can- 
ter. He'd intercept Starbuck and 
get Tam O'Shanter back! 



Coming up a slight hill he saw 
the car and trailer below him. 
Seeing the sun glinting on Tarn's 
back made him dig his heels into 
the black flanks beneath him. 
Gradually he worked his way 
down behind the trailer until he 
could follow it and still keep out 
of Wade's sight. His thoughts 
jumped from one plan to another, 
searching for something which 
could not fail. 

Neal was certain that Starbuck 
was heading for the side road 
which led across the border into 
Mexico, and once across the line 
all chances of recovering Tam 
would be lost. Suddenly the car 
and trailer stopped and Neal pull- 
ed up on his horse. His heart 
pounded, for this looked like the 
showdown and he still hadn't 
formulated a plan. He wondered 
if Starbuck had seen him. Then 
he saw the other car ahead in the 
side road. A man got out and 
walked to meet Starbuck, who 
had left his car. Neal could not 
hear their words but they seemed 
absorbed in serious conversation. 

This was his chance. Quietly he 
slipped to the ground, tied the 
black to the side of the trailer, out 
of sight of the two men. He slip- 
ped the bolt from the end gate 
and lowered it carefully. Putting 
a hand on Tam as she turned- to 
look at him, he felt her tremble 
slightly and knew -that she recog- 
nized him. Silently he edged his 
way up to her halter rope. 

"Steady, girl," he whispered In 
her ear as he slipped the knot 
loose. 

His hands were eager but calm 
as he pulled the rope free and 
hoisted himself up on her back. 

"Easy now, let's go," he. whis- 
pered again and pressed his knees 
against her sides. 

Tam moved backward cautious- 
ly. Neal felt his heart pounding. 
She seemed to sense the need for 
quiet and haste. Her hind feet 
were on the ground, then she put 
her front feet cautiously on the 
gate, turned, and was out. Neal 
felt exultation sweep through him. 

He had forgotten the black 
horse until a loud whinny cut the 
quiet air. Instinctively Neal dug 
his heels into Tam and leaned for- 
ward as she jumped and ran. He 
looked back to see Wade turn, 
run toward the trailer and vault 
the black horse. 

(.Continued on page 50) 







Jack "Big Jake" Kramer 
Los Angeles, California 



KING OP THE TENNIS COURTS 10 
"SIS JAKE" KRAMER, NATIONAL 
DOUBLES AND SINGLES CHAMPION, 
NOW A MEMBER OP THE PW/- 
POR-PAY PROFESSIONALS. MANV 
EXPERTS RANK HIM WITH SUCH 
ALL-TIME TENNIS GREATS AS 
TILDEN , VINES AND BUDSE. HIS 
STRONG, AU-ROUND SAME HA5 
ALREADY ENABLED HIM TO DOM' 
INATE THE PRO RANKS AGAINST 
SUCH STIPF COMPETITION AS 
THAT PROVIDED 9Y ACROBATIC 
BOBBV RISGS AND OTHER 
TOPFLIGHT STARS. 
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A GLANCE AT KRAMER'S RECORD - 
1936 - BOyS' OUTDOOR SINGLES AND DOUBLES CHAMP 
1939- JUNIOR DOUBLES TITLE 
19 YO, '1+1/43- NATIONAL DOUBLES TITLE 
1941 - CLAV COURT DOUBLES TITLE 
1946 - NATIONAL SINGLES CHAMP. WIMBLEDON MEN'S 

DOUBLES TITLE 
1946, '47 - MEMBER DAVIS CUP TEAM 
1947- NATIONAL SINGLES AND DOUBLES CHAMP 
(WITH FALKENBURGJ 







YES— BEHIND THAT VOLCANO 
S A LONG, DEEP VALLEY THAT 
LEADS TO THE SEA. 
TOMORROW I'M GOING TO 
BEAT THAT CRATER TO 
THE PUNCH BY— 




-DROPPING A FEW BLOCK-BUSTER BOMBS 
THAT WILL MAKE THE CRATER ERUPT INTO 
THE VALLEY AND BE CHANNELED OFF 
HARMLESSLY TO THE SEA! 




RETURNING TO HIS QUARTERS, JACK TELLS BILLV 
AND BETTY OF THE COMMISSIONER'S PLAN TO 
BLOW UP THE CRATER-I 



THERE'S SOMETHING FISHY ABOUT THIS 
WHOLE SET-UP. SOON AS WE ARRIVE, THE 
COMMISSIONER TELLS US THE CRATER IS 
ACTIVE, THEN HE MAKES PLANS TO BLOW 
IT UP! WHAT'S 




IMAGINE! THIS TRAVEL FOLDER SAVS 
TREMENDOUS HEAT AND PRESSURE 
INSIDE A VOLCANO CAM PRODUCE 
DIAMONDS, SAPPHIRES AND 
OTHER GEMS. 




WE'VE GOT TO WORK FAST! 
TONIGHT WILL BE OUR . LAST 
CHANCE TO GET IN THE 

CRATER AND COLLECT 
RADIOACTIVE SPECIMENS 

BEFORE IT'S BLOWN UP! 




WELL, LET'S GET 
GOING— r 
CRAVE ACTION. 



YES, BE CAREFUL OF 
JACK'S HELMET— WE 
A\AY NEED IT BEFORE 




UNDER COVER OF DARKNESS, JACK 
AND BETTY PREPARE TO TAKE OFF 
FOR THEIR FLIGHT INTO THE VOLCANO. 
BILLY REMAINS BEHIND TO PREVENT 
PURSUIT. . . 





MEANWHILE, BACK AT THE BASE... 



NO NEWS MAV BE GOOD NEWS, BUT IF I 
DON'T HEAR — OOPS! THERE'S JACK'S 
SISNAL, NOW! COME IN, COME IN, PAL! 




WHILE BILLY FRANTICALLY SWITCHES TO THE 
RADIO FREQUENCY OF THE FLIGHT— . 




GET READY, MACK, WERE 
COMING ON TARGET— 







THEY'RE T THANK GOODNESS! THEY 
PASSING / MUST HAVE GOT THE 
OVER! | MESSAGE. SOON AS I 
GET A HUNK OF THIS 
VOLCANIC ROCK WE'LL 
GET OUT OF HERE. 




MEANWHILE, FIVE MILES AT SEA. 




WELL, GURU, BY NOW OUR 
NOSEY FRIEND AND HIS GIRL 
WILL BE BLOWN TO BITS! 
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VERV INTEGESTING-BUT MOPE 
IMPORTANT TO ME IS 
THE WAV VOU EVPOSED 
BORMAN'S ILLEGAL /VE5, 
ACTIVITIES. _X COMMIS- 

SIONER 



YOUR ASSISTANT HAD 
FOUND A TREMENDOUS 
TREASURE OF 
NATURAL-MADE GEMS 
INSIDE THE CRATER- 
THEN KEPT OTHERS 
AWAY BY PIPING • 
OUT SMOKE THAT 
MADE THE VOLCANO 
APPEAR ACTIVE. 
HE AND GURU 
MUST HAVE MADE 
A FORTUNE BEFORE 
YOUR PILOTS 
CAUGHT UP 
WITH THEM." 
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GIANT 3 FOOT 

TELESCOPES 
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Fun 

Pine 

. . . Sted. 
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Dept. IA 2 
411 Aiylum SI., Hirtfon). Conn. 



Tkii HifWo.tr kMrinM 
telescope will mw<f oh- 
jeeti miles ivty 10 to 15 
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sod polished leases for 
clttr >1jioi. COM- 
PLETELY ASSEN- 



i. k n ■ s » 1 1 s < i 

lion Gesrutred 
.funded. 





Ad: fin, in, it 



Sterling Silver 



'Aglhenlit replies oi chompionihip 
rodeo »oddlel Hondiomtly formed 
from solid Siding Silver by expel 
lilvtf caitimen. Mcn'i, Women l, 
Child'an's iij,!ci. Sent on app-o-o 
KHDNO MONIVt Ml d.p »d o-d noil $J 

moo on!/ Jj\«8 pl).| lew «*"ll po.'agi on arrival. 

Of lend to.h ond *t moil poiipoid. W«oi for $ 1 

doyi, II «oi dfl'ghied, ttivin (or •rafvnd. mi «»n> : 

WISTIRN (RAHSMIN I P«ii. 234 OaiVi ), H.....U 
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A BRONTOSAURUS, TOMMY, 
15 A HUGE PREHISTORIC ' 
MONSTER RELATED TO 

LIZARDS AND SNAKES 
OF TODAY. 



Ii,# 



LZ3 



Sc-5^. 



■/ 









"DURING THE MESOZOIC PERIOD OF THE EARTH'S HI5TORV, IN THE TERRITORY- WE NOW CALL THE BADLANDS 
OF UTAH, THE BRONTOSAURUS ROAMED." 




BUT THE OTHER LIZARD5 WERE NO 
MATCH FOR THE MIGHTY BRONTO. ' 
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" THU5, THE MONSTER DIED, AND HIS BODy WAS 
COVERED BY THE RIVER MUD." 




"FOR CENTURIES, THE WATERS DEPOSITED MINERAL 
MATTER AROUND THE CREATURE'S SKELETON .. 
FORMINS A FOSSIL." g 




AND NOT VERY 
LONG AGO, IN THE 
BADLANDS OF 
UTAH- 



CAREFUL WITH 
THAT PICK. WE 
, MUSTN'T INJURE THIS 
SPECIMEN! 




THAT TREE'S BEING 
PARED DOWN TO A 
L06. WHERE DO 
GO FROM 




BETTV AND PAM FIND A PICNIC G ROUND . 

COME AND GET J AS SOON AS I 
IT1 CHICKEN < FINISH READING 





WHY NOT SUBSCRIBE TO THE BEST MAGAZINES FOR BOYS AND GIRLS? 

THt JAUNTS' MAGAZINU MESS. 2*0 Fourth Ay... Nov York 10. N.Y. 

I w> awliMf | tor whkh londm* tho miH2 iuuot of rr* m.gaiinof chockta 1 : 

Q THOI COMrCl— IU» for 12 !<»« O CALLING ALL GIRLS— $1.75 for 12 Juuoi D JACK ARMSTRONG— $1.00 for 12 itwH 

0'OUYI1GTAll$—»I^Oforl2!i»u M O TEX GRANGER— $1*0 for 12 Umhm Q.CAWNG AU KIDS— $1.00 for 12 hwrH 

NAM! i« 



CJTY 1 ZONE. 



.STATE. 



_you can cur w« coupon without o/uuow* in! uitut MM. 



JAV 
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THE FIREFIGHTERS TACKLE TH E BLAZE, fj 

QUICK, BETTV, I WANT 10 GET 
TH09E TRENCH DIGGERS 
IN ACTION ! 




WANT EXTRA 



Aii; your friends to let you tend in their subscriptions for all our thrilling publications (or boys and girls. You 
will earn generous commissions and prlies, too. Mail this coupon today f° r information and sales help. 



IUI^^M£ Y A IJn THE PARENTS' MAGAZINE PRESS. 260 Fourth Ave. New York 10. N. Y. 

NAME , — -AGE. 



PRIZES TOO? 



ADDRESS 



CITY » ZONE . 



STATE. 



rou can cup rms coupon wiiHout damaging rut MYtHSt fAGt, 



JA'9 
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SLOW-POKE, EH ? I'LL GIVE ) HOW, BILLY - 
■ THAT RICH -KID A J CONTROL' 
g§fe SLOW POKE IN \ YOURSELF. MAYBE 
<&' JKpS-THE EyE WHEN\ HOAGY DIDN'T 
. .X^ I GET HIM Aw MEAN IT. 
«^Us ASHORE i, 

i 



\ 




-BANK OFFICIALS HAVE 
POSTED A REWARD 
FOR TWE SANDJTS WHO 
WERE LAST SEEN 
HEADING SOUTH ON 
RIVER flfOAD. 




-AMD 8ILLY SAILS BLISSFULLY ON... UNAWARE OF THE 
PART HE HAS PLAYED IN CATCHING THE CROOK5! 






HAVE yOU DECIDED 
TO ACCEPT My INVITATION 
TO THE DANCE 
TONIGHT, DAlSy ? 





I'M GOING TO SHOW ^ 
you WHAT HAPPENS WHEN 1 
YOU RAISE MY TEMPE9 J 

TO THE BIRLIN6 A 

POINT ! ^k- 




^^CtUNK] 







yOU'RE MAKING QUITE A \ NOT HALF AS SIS A SPLASH 
SPLA5H WITH THAT REWARD /AS THE ONE YOU MADE 
MONEY BIRDBRAIN! ^<THI5 AFTERNOON, HOAGy 

OLD soy! 




THE GOLDEN HORSE 

(Continued from vage 24) 

He swayed d little as he re- 
membered Tarn's leg. Would it 
hold up? He remembered too that 
Wade had a gun and shivers ran 
up his spine, not for himself but 
for Tarn. She must not be hit! He 
turned slightly and saw that Wade 
was gaining on them. 

"Hurry, hurry, Tarn!" he called 
and heard the words flung back at 
him by the force of the wind. 

If they could only get to the 
ranch, Tarn would be safe. He felt 
the rhythm of her strong muscles 
as she stretched out in her old 
racing fbrm. If only her leg would 
hold out ! 

"This is more than a race, Tarn." 
He leaned forward and shouted 
in her ear. "This is life or death! 
You must win!" His voice caught 
on the last words, as he realized 
what losing the race would mean. 

Glancing back again, he saw 
that Wade was creeping up once 
more. A sob escaped his, dry lips. 
He knew the mare was tiring for 
she was breathing heavily. • 

The shot sounded very loud and 
the searing heat of the bullet 
struck Neal's arm, throwing him 
off balance. He felt himself fall- 
ing, and the moving earth came 
up to meet him. His eyes closed 
and he sank back on the ground. 
A hot breath on his face made 
him look up. Tarn stood above 
him, her muscles quivering from 
the hard run. 

"Go on, Tarn," he gasped, real- 
izing that her loyalty would mean 
her capture. 

But the horse stood still and 
Wade reached them, pulling the 
black to a stop. He jumped to the 
ground and, without a glance at 
the boy, reached for Tarn's halter. 
Neal tried to rise but a great 
weight seemed to hold him to the 
ground. He had staked so much 
and lost. And Tarn would have 
won her race but for him. 

"Just a minute Wade Star- 
buck!" A voice spoke suddenly, 
sharp and commanding. 

Neal turned his head and saw 
Mr. Black and the sheriff with 
their guns on Wade. His sickness 
receded and th*- pain in his arm 
seemed to disappear. 

"You're under arrest Wade," 
the sheriff said. 

"So you tried to steal Tarn 
O'Shanter as you stole the other 
thoroughbreds you've sold across 
50 if" » 



the border." Mr. Black's voice was 
angry as he glared at Wade. 

"Then I was right that it wasn't 
your signature on the bill of sale 
for Tarn?" Neal asked, sitting up. 

"No, it wasn't his," Wade snarl- 
ed as the sheriff snapped on the 
handcuffs. How did you know?" 

"I looked at the B as it hung 
on the nail above the other orders 
which had come from Mr. Black," 
Neal explained, standing up weak- 
ly and touching Tarn's neck. "It 
didn't have the same curve." His 
hand tightened in the horse's 
golden mane. "But I'd have gone 
after Tarn anyway, because some 
day I'm going to buy her." 

"Yqu can buy her right now," 
Mr. Black answered laughing. 
"With the reward money you'll 
get for the capture of Wade Star- 
buck, horse thief!" 

"You really caught him," Neal 
protested. "But how did you 
know? Why'd you come here?" 

"I got a letter telling me you 
were planning to steal Tam, so I 
hurried back from my trip." Hugh 
Black reached for Neal's wounded 
arm and pulled back the sleeve. 
"When I got to the ranch and 
found both you and Tam gone, I 
believed it. I knew what Tam 
meant to you, and that you were 
angry with me." 

"But how'd you know where to 
look?" Neal asked, wincing as 
Hugh held his arm to examine the 
wound, which showed red where 
the bullet had creased' the flesh. 

"I thought you'd head for the 
border, so I got the sheriff and 
came out by the short cut. When 
I saw Wade it became clear to me 
that he had stolen Tam." He look- 
ed at Starbuck. "I'll bet you wrote 
that letter. Too bad it was mailed 
before you crossed the border." 

Neal scarcely heard the last 
words, for as he flung his good 
arm across Tarn's neck, she nick- 
ered softly. He buried his face in 
her golden mane. 
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tRROWHlAD 



24 Deiltm to 
choose from 



Use a GENUINE 

WESTERN CATTLE BRAND 

ac your own 

PRIVATE TRADE-MARK 

Eoeh. on. i« a TRUE COPY 
ol a FAMOUS BRAND ol 
the COW COUNTRY. 



Send Pottal Card lor Illustrated Circular 



FLETCHER ASSOCIATES 

BOX 89, HOPEWELL JUNCTION, N. Y. 



MOVIE STAR 
PORTRAITS 

Glossy Black and White Photos 

16 PHOTOS FOR lit — 32 PHOTOS FOR 50c 
or — 80 PHOTOS FOR $1.00 



WALLET 
SIZE 

(Sin I 
x 1%) 




INGRID BERGMAN ROY ROGERS 

• We now offer mnall-Hlze PHOTOS or 
POPl LAK MOVIE STARS thtit cun he 
put In uullrU, lot U.-I-. albumti, minin- 
ture friunr-*. rlv. Th»"*e photos ure 
made up lit romplptf seta of 16 differ- 
ent Popular .Movie Stars printed on 
f\o*ny photoicraphir stuck — each Photo 
i "2 x 8% In Hl*e. Each set connlxts of 
all beautiful 1-Vonf View Head and 
Bunt Photos of Hollywood's jcreatest 
titan in recent p<.-.--. SOLD IN C'OM- 
1-1.1,1 i; SKIS OF 16 PHOTOS tit* listed 
and no wets can he broken. Price 1b 25c 
for Net of HI photos or Ave different Bet* 
(80 photoH) for only $1.00. The supply 
Is limited so be wise nnd order your 80 
Photon for only one dollar NOW. 

Please order by number 
to prevent duplication. 

8ET s;K all Western set contains photoi of 
Dnlr Evans. Roy Rogers. Gene Aulry. Charles 
Starrett, Bill Boyd, Tex Hitler. Alan Lane. 
John W*vnp. Randolph Scott. Bill Elliott. Ken 
Curtis. Roy Rogen with Dale Evam, Bob No- 
Ian. Monte Hale, Tim Holt, Bob Livingston. 

SET r A contain; photos of Burt Lancaster. 
Guy Madison, Roy Rogers. Lana Turner. Marga- 
ret O'Brien, Gene Autry. Alan Ladd, Bing 
Crosby. Cyd Charm*. Vvonne DeCarlo, Gregory 
Peck. William (Bill) Elliott. Jane Wyman. 
Angela Lansbury. Viveca Lindfors, Dorothy 
La moor. 

SET cB contains pjiotcs of Cornel Wilde. 
June Allyson. Van Johnson, Dale Evam, Sunset 
Carson. Rita Hayworth. James Mason. Jean 
Caulfteld, Kurt Kreuger. Betty Grable. Noison 
Eddy. Greer Garson. Robert Cummings, Esther 
Williams. Gene Kelly. Ingrid Bergman. 

SET =C contains photos of Robert Mltchum. 
Ll/abelh Scott, Tyrone Power, Ann Sheridan, 
Dick Haymes. Jean Crawford. Lon McCalPster. 
Ida Luplno, Perry Como. Alexis Smith. Frank 
Sinatra. Betty Hutton, Jean Pierre Aumont, 
Deanna Ourbin, Glenn Ford, Bette Davis. 

SET ;; D contains photos of Peter Lawford. 
Jennifer Jones, Ronald Reagan. Elizabeth Tay- 
lor. Clark. Gable. Hedy Lamarr, Andy Russell, 
June Haver. John Lund. Anne Baxter, Robert 
AJdi\ Shirley Temple. Tom Drake, Linda Dar- 
lull, Dana Andrews, Olivia DeHavilland. 

SET -E contains photos of Frank Latlmore, 
Lauren Bacall, Dane Clark, Kathryn Grayson, 
Gig Young. Martha Vicken. Charles Korvin. 
Andrea King, Errol Flynn. Barbara Stanwyck, 
Jeffrey Lynn, Janls Paige; Ross Hunter, Eleanor 
Parker. Oennls Morgan, Angela Greene. 

SET xf contains photos of William Holden. 
Mark Stevens, Tyrone Power. Stirling Hayden, 
Van Johnson. Frank Sinatra, Nelson Eddy. 
Gene Kelly. Dick Haymes. Roy Rogen. Burl 
Lancaster. Victor Mature, Peter Lawford, Jean 
Pierre Aom;nt. Robtit Alda. Gregory Peck. 

SET - G contains photos of Guy Madison, 
Roy Rogers, James Mason, Glenn Ford. Cornel 
Wilde. Alan Ladd. Lon McCallister. Andy Hus- 
srli. Robert Mitchum, Frank Sinatra, Perry 
Como. Ronald Reagan, Sunset Carton, Helmut 
Dantine, Harry James, Tom Drake. 

SET -H contains photos of Ingrid Bergman, 
Lana Turner, June Allyson, Bing Crosby, Cor- 
nel Wilde. Jeanne Grain. Bill Boyd, Dane 
Clnrk. Shirley Temple, Dale Evans, Danny 
Kaye. Margaret O'Brien. Yvonne DeCarlo. Rita 
Hayworth, Betty Grable, Gene Autry. 

SET rl contains photos of Larry Parks, Gale 
Storm, Rex Harrison, Hue! Brooks, Rory Cal- 
hnun, Frances Langford, Stewart Granger, 
Linda Christian, Sonny Tufts, Susan Peters. 
Robert Stack, Audrey Totter, Richard Greene, 
Llna Romay, Cameron Mitchell, Gloria Gra- 
Rime. 

IRVING KLAW 

212 EAST 14 ST. DEPT. W-S4 

NEW YORK CITY 3. NEW YORK 



Writing to advertiser*, please mention JACK ARMSTRONG. 




SPORTS CHAMPS 



JRCK 
KEUV, Jr. 

World's Rowing Champion 



21 -YEAR -OLD JACK KELLY, 
JR., WON HIS FIRST NATIONAL 
TITLE IN 1944 -THE U.S. 
JUNIOR SINGLES. HE REPEATED 
THE VICTORY IN 194-5, THEN 
WENT ON TO WIN THE CAN- 
ADIAN SINGLES CROWN. IN 
I94S HE CAPTURED THE 
NATIONAL SENIOR SINGLES 
CHAMPIONSHIP. ON THE 
FOURTH OF JULY, 1945, YOUNG 
KELLY ENTERED FIVE RACES 
AGAINST THE NATION'S 
LEADING SCULLERS AND 
WON EVERY EVENT- A 
FEAT THAT STAND5 ALONE 
IN ROWING HISTORY. 



LAST YEAR, JACK WON THE ONE-MILE, 550-YARD 
DIAMOND SCULLS CROWN IN THE HENLEY REGATTA, 
ENGLAND... A TITLE THAT CARRIES WITH IT THE 
WORLD'S ROWING CHAMPIONSHIP. JACK GETS HIS 
ABILITY FROM HIS DAD, WHO WAS A FAMOUS 
SCULLER OF HIS DAY. 
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A PRICELESS TREASURE 
IN READING PLEASURE! 

for Boys and Girls 



TEX GRANGER 
(formerly Calling All Boys) 
Every regular fellow will love| 
the double-barrelled action 
stories, starring Tex Granger*... 
PIUS lots of other popular fea- 
tures, like The Adventures of 
Igbrain Billy, Hector, The 
Coach's Corner, etc. First excit- 
ing Issue out June 25thl 
Bi-monthly 
12 ISSUES $1 24 ISSUES $2 

CALLING ALL KIDS 

The little folk's own magazine. 

All in full-color. Delightful 

"animal" comics, stories, games, 

puzzles and pictures to color. 

Bi-monthly. 

12 ISSUES $1 24 ISSUES $2 

TRUE COMICS 

Original ALL-TRUE comic maga- 
zine for boys ond girli. Full- 
color comics about real people 
and events, adventure, science 
ond sports. Bi-monthly. 
12 ISSUES $1 24 ISSUES S2 

POLLY PIGTAILS 

The "in -betweeners" own 
magazine I Full-color comics, 
stories, articles, things to do 
and make, fashions, movies, 
hobbies, sewing. Monthly. 
1 YEAR SI 2 YEARS S2 

JACK ARMSTRONG 
Thrills, laughs ond action- 
pocked stories about Jack Arm- 
strong, Ail-American Boy. Full- 
color comics, stories on sports, 
sleuthing, adventure Bi-monthly 
12 ISSUES $1 24 ISSUES $2 



VARSITY AND CALLING ALL GIRLS - 



APTAINKIDD.atthepeakofhis 

pirate days, couldn't have discovered 

_^| a treasure which would bring more 

real pleasure to boys and girls of every age! 

There will be plenty of excitement brewing -,„,, 

and many other features planned just for you. 

"L P <l?00 f vf/' "f^ t0 8 " 3 Ascription, 
either. $1.00 tall do ,t. Just get Mother or Dad to 

make out a check or money order attach tl 1 

coupo n and you've found a treasure ^'Vdf 

extra special - a subscription 5,~ £ ^ 
seven exemng magazines! * 

Send for your own subscription and for E if t Sub 
^enTpr^ttr^ '"" * ^ "* >"" 
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A PERFECT TEEN 
AGE TWOSOME 

VARSITY 

The ONLY magazine of its kind for 
fellows under 21 1 Daring adventure 
and mystery yarns, sports round- 
ups, cartoons, photos; man-to-man 
discussions on dating, problems, 
careers., grooming. Bi-monthly 
7 ISSUES $1 12 ISSUES $1.75 

CALLING ALL GIRLS 
The lively, tuned -to -the -teen- ag« 
magazine. Fascinating stories, ar- 
ticles on fashion, careers, good 
looks, sewing, etiquette, decorating 
— everything girls want in their very 



— v » ■ j - » * * i i y *£«*■*■ « vj * 1 1 ere i 

own magazine. Monthly. 

1 YEAR 51.75 



7 ISSUES SI 



No. of 
1* Seta Tsra 

"«•«•__« .„„.. 
■34 issuee 
12 issues 

24 issues 

12 Issues 

24 Issues 

— 1 year 

2 yean 

12 Issues 
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24 Issues 


""> HURRY! ( 


»M- 7 Issues 

_12 Issuee 


SEND IN YOUR 


U.L 7 Issuee 


SUBSCRIPTIONS TODAY. [ 


t yea/ 



PARENTS' MAGAZINE PRESS, INC 
260 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 
Enclosed is S Dl 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY ZONE__STATE. 

Send gift card "From_ 

Donor's Nome 

Address __^_^_ 

City. 



•Zone State, 



',„ r 'one State 

(Use sheet of paper for additional^) 




